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Vou. LXXII. AUGUST 14, 1900. 
it 
, | Saturday.—Have been naval manceuvring off and on during the ih 
Fun Week by Week. 2 weok-soues and finished them off this afternoon. Lots or fog, if ‘ 
By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. and not much done after all, veh 
Wednesday.—The Goodwood racing-meeting being now on I am eee i 
frequently met with the remark that ‘“‘ the Season is over.” I You may rush to the mountain, the moor, or the lea, i ’ 
/ daresay that’s all right, but I don’t find that I sleep any more or Or go on the Continent Louvre-ing. i 
} less, or get hungry any more or less, or, in fact, find any particular We've been on the foggy and frolicsome sea oh 
} difference in things. My club isn’t shut, and there are lots of Engaged upon naval DAROUVING ; : Mh 
frienc’s in town (though they pretend they are not), and if I We rushed to respond to the Government's call, ile 
can’t go to the theatre (and who says I can’t ?) I can go to a music- Convinced of our Naval Omnisciency, are 
hall—if I want to go to either, which I don’t. And if, as a fact, we've done nothing at all it 
sain wanda We've done it with thorough efficiency. ak 
: : , ; Met several of the cycling corps about Sussex on their defensive ‘ 
Still I rise me in the morning, experiment. Volunteers all right, but some civilians no good in I 
Still I take my little stroll, more senses than one. Went down to the Marlow féte and found ie 
Still I dine (myself adorning), Miss Ellen Terry play-acting for the benefit of the Oxford House pa 
Much the same upon the whole ; Dramatic and Musical Association for Entertaining at the Hast we 
we age Rena the ag wl End. (There!) Lot of other nice people there. a 
So T isate shan agons vay A > oe Monday.—Bank Holiday. A regular soaker. Stopped in and fet 
When they say ‘‘ The Season’s done ! ” smoked most of the day and all of four ounces of tobacco (brand a 
inserted if paid for as an advertisement). Opened the Cowes week, #) 
a down to look at the Stakes, of oe: oad, “pie ae oie when the boisterosity was ‘“ somethink chronic,” as a Bank | 
wood is as ‘‘ glorious ” asit used to be, but Zlike it. Found myse st oat : where. oh: 
in Threadneedle Street. The Bank, forthe first time in 200 years, ET eon a ey ae Teens eVOTyWhEne rt 
had a flag waving from its summit—sadly enough, 4t half-mast. SSSIEreerIOn. ‘ 
Thursday.—Went and had a look at the new acquisitions at the 2 Fee pve al . if 
National Gallery—a Child and Madonna, by Bellini (not the The rain pre ya a 
musical person), and a Vermeer (of Delpt). Passed a couple of Wa don’s comolaln nt 
hours at Goodwood, and then back to take a newspaper deputation On ‘holidays eres a 
to complain to Lord Londonderry about the P.O. : Early in the day We like to et a 
helped them to open the Health Congress at Aberdéen. Thought it (To quote beta hrase) 
good enough for a bumper of native wine. : ‘ ; Roroush wet.” : 
A HEALTH. Went and helped to award the Dunmow Flitch; in the evening | 
Oh, here’s tae the Congress that meets Aberdeen awa’, oyer to Paris to dine with President and Madame Loubet and the 
Here’s tae the task they are makin’ their ain, Shah. 
Of life’s little ills if they tak but a wheen awa’, Tuesday.—Brought the Prince and the Duke of York back from 
Man! but, I tell ye, I wad just be fain ! Coburg. Took another run down to Cowes. Weather improving, 
So here’s to the leddies and here’s to the gentlemen but still pretty bad. 
That read their bit papers and look not for wealth, A VAST HEAVING. 
Here’s tae ye, wice weemen and giftie-like mental-men, Loud roared the dreadful thunder ” 
I drink the Health Congress’s verra guid Health ! (At least it blew great guns), 
Friday.—Ran over to Holland to help Queen Wilhelmina review The sea ran high—1 wonder 
2,000 fishing boats on the rolling Zuyder Zee. My! It did blow, The yachts made any runs— 
and roar, and roll! Got back and had a private view of the climbing The tearing rain storm beat a 
staircase at the Crystal Palace. ‘Sich a getting up stairs Inever | Tattoo on sea and shore, 
yet did see!’’ No trouble and scarcely any expense; aboon tothe | While the saucy Satanita 
lodging-house “ slavey.” | She beat the Mete-or. THe SPoTTER. 





Noticr.—The Hditor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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“ Writ Sarcastic.” 


On the walls of # beautiful palace of ar 
Rare canvasses courted the eye, 
But the rarest was one which arrest 
and held i 
All spellbound the passers by. 


This canvass portrayed a magnificent 
hall, 
Where the world’s greatest spirits had 
met. 
The ‘“‘ mightiest one’s of the earth ” 'twas 
called ; 
That sight I shall never forget. 


For Czsar was there, and Moses and 
Paul, 
And Marie Corelli and Plato: 
There were seven at most, including all— 
Yes, all who were really great, oh! 





But the critics said, ‘‘ Tush! What? 
Mosesand Paul 
And Cesar, and possibly Cato, 
To stand unabashed in the very small 
hall 
With Marie Corelli and Plato ?”’ 


‘‘ Alas!” said the painter; “ Oh! what 
have I done! 
And I’m thinking—tho’ now it’s too 
late, oh !— 
How vastly more grand the whole thing 
would have been 
If I’d also dispensed with Plato.” 
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The “Tender Embrace.” 


(‘* A young woman was supposed to be 
suffering from an attack of pleurisy; 
it turned out that she had a fractured 
rib, the result of her fiancé giving her 
the usual ‘tender embrace’ before 
parting.’’] 











\ Now, maidens, take warning ‘from this— 
@ , When young men seek to squeeze and 
WR = kiss, 


N , I Far better keep out of ’arm’s wat 
\\ . By sternly saying to them ‘‘ Nay!” 
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Natal’s Testimonial to 
General Buller. 


[The subscription which is being 
raised by the people of Natal to provide 
a suitable testimonial for Gener 
Buller, in recognition of his services t0 
the colony, now amounts to 43, 
shillings. | 








“ Gre avens ! o on! ; 
ve may at heavens! old chap, I don't think anything would make me carry such a gamp BEFORE it’s closed we hope to see 
The subscription list fuller ; 


. aan aie? deah fellah, it Was a pwesent, and one must nevah look a gift umbwellah in Of course, it is not at all strange 
e wids, you Know. That ‘* Bobs ” should go to Buller. 
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Stiff and Starched._ : The Dunmow Flitch. 


; hse been suggested that the tall, starched collar should, in hot T ; i - i 
Weather at least, go the way of the tall hat. But the Globe stands Sheth wenn ae —* sas: 


up for the stand-up collat, and points out that for tall men with | @nd both were successful. \ 


long necks t i i Ww Ww 
. g necks the turned-down collar is about as hideous an ornament On wedded bliss we’d rather set a seal 

s one > Y " : al 
| can Imagine. Such language almost suggests that our con- Than advertise it with parade and din 

emporary 8 defi » Dp) _ j : 

c ae ary, in its wee = of the pi oposal, has allowed its own choler Sure, those who dare to pass through this ordeal 

[ se an extra inch or two . | t 

Have “ side ” enough, without the one they win! 
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Kipling “Taking 
Stock.” 


Mr. Kipxina’s not a doctor, 
But his aptitude is such, | _—~ 
That the medicos at Capetown | 
Are afraid he knows too much. | Se 
When the ‘‘open door” was ‘“‘ non 
: est,”’ 
Why he made a “ flank attack,” 
And eschewing red tape routine, — 
Gained admission by the back. 


Q° 
\en, 


Ke ‘ ine 


Kipling on the spot, boys, 
Taking careful stock ; 
Won’t they have a day, boys, 
Down at Table Bay, boys ? 
Don’t ’e give ’em “ rock’’? 
Stores upon the quay piled, 
Rotting in the rain ; 
7 It’s number this, and order 


/ 
-A.T. SMTA =// 





But Tommy don’t complain ! 
she’s down here.”’ 











The Nation’s Sorrow for Her Ballor 
Prince 
H.R.H. THE DUKE OF SAXE-COBURG-GOTHA. 


THE Nation now is thrill’d with deepest grief 
For loss of our beloved Sailor Prince ; 
Calamity besets the century’s dawn, 
For perils, wars, and sorrows gather since. 


He was essentially our Sailor Prince ; 
A thorough seaman, practical, and good. 
Devoted to the Service heart and soul ; 
Deserving high regard in which he stood. 


His nature kindly, amiable, and true, 
A skill’d musician, having talents rare ; 
He could have climb’d the pinnacle of fame, 
Had Fate decreed for him to do, and dare. 


Momentous epochs, marking his high rank 
Disturb’d his active duties with the Fleet ; 
To daughter of the Czar he was allied ; 
On Coburg’s Ducal throne he took his seat. 


He had a fine administrative power, 

And, by his great attainments, proved to be 
An officer as able, as the best, 

That ever sail’d upon the rolling sea. 


Prince Alfred, ‘‘ England’s Pride,’’ used these brave words : 
‘IT love the service still as im years past ; 

** And so the tow-rope I will never cut, 
‘‘ Which to the British Navy holds me fast.’’ 


Now to his grieving Mother all thoughts tend; 
Our prayers ascend to Heaven, ardent, keen, 

“May God’s sustaining power soothe and bless 
The Sovereign of our love and life, Tie Queen!” 


J. H. OAKLEY. 
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DURING THE HOLIDAYS. 
that Father.—‘* ¥ say, Frank, my boy, you really oughtn’t to go on as you do with Miss Fox. Remember 


that she is engaged to young Carter.’ 
Frank.— Oh! that’s all right, gov’nor, she told me she only wants to keep her hand in whilst 


Prohibitive Polo. 


(** Good polo ponies are being sold at prices ranging from £500 
upwards.” — Windsor Magazine. | 


In the slang of numismatics, a pony” means 
‘monkey ’’ £500. 


25, anda 


Poo pastime’s pleasant, very ; 

Polo practice makes me bury 

Brooding care, ’mid many a merry 
Polo-playing crony. 

But the game I mastered eas’ly 

I must quit (it chills me freez’ly), 

If I’ve got to pay a measly 
‘Monkey ”’ for a pony ! 


Wealthy men, for sports they treasure, 
Raise the markets past all measure, 
Till they get the poor man’s pleasure— 
Jovial, jinksome, junky-— 
Swept away with ruthless brooming ! 
And I’m groaning, grieving, glooming 
O’er the hardship that a blooming 
** Pony”’ means a “ monkey ea 
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The Side. 
Pat.—“ Oi’ve got a pain in me soide, docthor.” 
Doctor.—* Which side ?”’ 

. Pat.—* Me insoide.” 








White to Play ! ! 


KruGeir, having been beaten, has resigned! This announcement 
is not fraught with such tremendous issues as might at first sight 
appear, as it simply refers to the defeat, and consequent resignation, 
of a chess player of that name in @ chess tournament at Munich. 
The fact that Kruger played “ White ” makes the analogy closer. 


White is the colour ‘Which his namesake favours—for his flag! 








A Heart-Breaking Record-Breaker. 


BRITISH WORKMEN PASS A VOTE OF CENSURE. 


GREATLY we hate thee, O Clerk of the Weather ! 
We workmen, whose frames should be truly 

Of Bessemer steel, or of oak, or of leather, 
To stand thy tomfooleries duly. 

Often, in June and July, while our living 
Was ettled by slave-worthy toiling, 

You nearly our outing-do’s gave us, by giving 
Us suns that were scorching and broiling. 

And aye, as we sweltered, and sweated, and spluttered 
io Oh, well of our anguish thou wottest !), 

“This, this is the hottest on record!” we muttered— 
_ Undoubtedly, this is the hottest! ”’ 


Bluntly we blame thee, O Clerk of the Weather, 
For playing us tricks that were scurvy ! 

For, itieds from the labourer’s tightly-tied tether, 
At last we could skip topsy-turvey— 

When August Bank Holiday came, and for finer 
And sunnier weather we prayed thee, 

Thou with torrents and floods, like the Deluge of Shinar, 
Didst answer the pleadings we made thee ! 

With our wives and our weans all bedrenched and bedabbled 
(We trust that thy spite thou regrettest !), 

‘This, this is the wettest on record!” we gabbled — 

Undoubtedly, this is the wettest!” 
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Deigned not 


I must wait, 


Yet Ihada 


‘Liberty !’’ 
“ All men 
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In the Doldrums. 


ALL my glorious plans have failed— 
All my schemes far-reaching— 

Dazzling heights, alone, I scaled, 

Fame and F 
With a cry beseeching. 

Fame but smiled and passed me by, 
Heedless of my crying ; 

Fortune, too, seemed very shy, 


To my ceaseless sighing. 
And, alas! it seems to me 


All my Glory dying. 


Really epoch making— 
For the Brotherhood of man ; 
And my scheming, for a span, 
Set all tyrants quaking. 


Sword and flame shall now decide | 

Whether tyrants still shall ride | 
Roughshod over me!” 

DOrty 


an 
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TOO EMPHATIC. 
Kibulous Lady (singing popular song).—“ I'll be your sweetheart.” 
[Consternation of the Rev. Septimus Twoddlebosh.] 


Then another plan I made, 
Peace should be my mission— 

Peace, prosperity, and trade, 

And my genius I displayed 
In an Exhibition. 

“Now,” I said, “ the world will say, 
France is still the Power— 

France, as ever, leads the way, 

France is mightier to-day 
(See her temples tower !) 

Than she was long years ago, 

When we watched her greater grow 
Every day and hour. 

Baapesors and far-off Rings 
Made me great in story— 

But beneath fair Peace’s wings, 

I shall rise to greater things, 
Nobler, fuller glory ! 

‘ Trade! ’’ I cried, ‘“‘ the works of Peace 
I will now display— 

All my warlike moods shall cease 

And my world-trade shall increase 
Vastly, day by day.” 

So I said—but, in confusion, 

I have come to the conclusion, 
Works of Peace don’t pay ! 


FRANCE: 


ortune both I hailed, 


even to reply 


and watch, and see 


noble plan— 





I fiercely cried, 
shall be free ! 


I’m weary 
w we 


‘eace or War! It matters not— 


be Neither seems successfu]— 


And I crave, I know not what. 

Plot and plot and counter-plot ; 
Leave me more distressful, ) 

Army rotten to the core, ; 
Statecraft based on scandal— 

Honour wounded, stained, and sore— | 

Off me all my foes can score , 
Given such a handle. 

No way out can I descry, 

Always to the devil I 
Seem to hold a candle! 

Bribes and lies, and lies and bribes, 
Ceaseless wild declaiming— 

Knaves and Pharisees and Scribes, 

= Bursting forth in diatribes 
“9, Honest men defaming. 

‘“‘Good Government! ’’ I cried, and lo! 
Allmy sons went mad— 

Dealt their mother blow on blow, 

Till the bitterness and woe, 
Makes my heart grow sad. 

Can it be—I put the question, 

Merely as & vague suggestion— 
France at heart is bad? 


; 
i 
! 


War or Peace! I’ve tried them loth— 
Both proved false and lying— 
Though to give up hope I’m loth, 
I could almost sware an oath 
Now to cease from trying. 
Anarchy upreared its head, 
And my guests, affrighted, 
From my shores in anger sped—- 
For my Phrygian cap is red, 
And my mood excited. 
And my children seem to-day 
Ripe for Revolution play, 
Foolish and benighted. 
Shall I rise in wrath and sweep 
My dominions clean ? 
Or in foolish dudgeon keep, 
And o’er spilt milk feebly weep, 
Spiteful, weak, and mean ? 
Shall I sit and sulk and rest 
Idly ‘‘ on the shelf ”’ ? 
While from every mart I’m pressed, 
While I’m scorned by foe and guest— 
Glory lost and pelf. a 
Can it be great France’s mission 
Thus to make an Exhibition 
Of her mighty self? 












———— 











Church and Trade. 


[Mgr. Fuzet, Cardinal Archbishop of 
Rouen, has formally inaugurated the 
new buildings of the Benedictine liqueut 
factory at Fécamp. | 


TEETOTALLERS, your rage repress, 
Why cavil, carp, and bicker 

If the Archbishop choose to bless 
Good Benedictine liquor? — 

In time such incidents as this 
Will fill commercial chronicles, | 

And at trade functions none shall miss 
The clergy in canonicals ! 


The rector, heedless of the few, 
Who feel the bigot’s fury, 

Shall give a hearty send-off to 
The newly-opened potty : 

And when 4 shaft for coal they sink, 
To blees that operation _ 

A minor canon should, we think, 
Receive an invitation ! 


No gun-shop on the Tyne shall start 
Save that the canon blesses, 

For ’twill be felt his blessing part 
And parcel of success is ; 

Nor is it strange the clergy find 
A welcome in Trade’s borders, 

Since men commercially inclined 
Appreciate their ‘‘ orders ’”’ ! 
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IN. THE DOLDRUMS! 
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(For Cartoon Verses, see page 52.) 
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The “Fun” Club. 
NINTH MEETING. 


Tur Club had returned from their little holiday, damper and 
wiser men. Even Sir Wilfrid Lawson was heard to declare that 
there had been too much water, even for his high spirits. In fact, 
the Chairman of the East London Water Company, who likes a 
flood when he can get it, and Lord Halsbury, who had remained in 
town to deliver his Bank Holiday Judgment on the authorship 
of speeches, were the only two people present who seemed 
thoroughly happy. Dr. Clark and Mr. Leonard Courtney sat 
in a cosy corner looking very wise and very miserable ; and 
a whisper went round that their holiday had been spoiled by an 
official communication from the Colonial Office. Lord Rosebery 
seemed very annoyed, and it was observed that he cut 
Lord Halsbury dead. Mr. Burdett Coutts sat at a table 
counting an innumerable correspondence on his fingers, while 
Mr. Balfour eyed him with ill-suppressed dislike, and even 
went so far as to shake his fist at him when he wasn’t 
looking. Mr. Goschen and William Allan sat with their 
arms round one another's necks, and abused the weather in the 
friendliest manner possible; while the Duke of Cambridge took 
is aside and told him that he (the Duke) never went out of 
town without an umbrella. Depressing as were the holiday 
reminiscences of the company, Fun soon managed to cheer them 
up (for nothing damps his flow of jollity), and gradually the 

nversation turned to more amusing topics. 

Most extraordinary,’’ Lord Rosebery was heard to remark, 
most preposterously unexpected! Never heard of such a thing!” 
“Yes, it does seem strange,” said Mr. Balfour. “One would 

think that the author of a speech was the speaker | fe 

My dear boys,” said Lord Salisbury, ‘‘we must take things as 

we find them ! We must, indeed! The Law is infallible !’’ 

‘ It's all very well to say we must take things as we find them, 
but how would you like anyone to take a speech of yours? I say 
again, the whole things is iniquitous, and the sooner the law is 
altercd the better.”’ And so saying Lord Rosebery retired hurriedly 
from the room, casting a reproachful glance at the imperturbable 
Chancellor, 

* Seems rather cut up!’ murmured Lord Salisbury. 

“ Well, it’s only natural,” said Mr. Balfour; ‘‘ Halsbury not only 
said the law was so, but even said that he was glad it was!” 

‘ Besides,’ said the Poet Laureate, ‘ the position is absurd!” 

‘The law,” said Lord Salisbury, ‘‘ is never absurd ! ”’ 

**\What never ’”’ cried Sir William Harcourt. 

“ Well, hardly ever! ’’ murmured the Premier. 

‘For my part,” said the Laureate, “ Il agree with Rosebery. I 
have written some verses on the subject, reducing Halsbury’s argu- 
ments to an absurdity. I call them :— 


“On Law! 


“ The Law arose one Summer day as bold, aye, bold as brass 

(Forgetting quite that Bumble once exclaimed ‘The Law’s a 
hass ’), 

‘The author of a speech,’ it said, with quite a learned frown, 

‘Is not the map who speaks it, but the man who takes it down!’ 


‘And so by an analogy it's easy to be seen 

The Author of one’s being is no longer what he’s been. 

He is not a party's father who has worked for bite and sup— 
But it seems he is the constable who takes a party up. 


* You think you own a watch, but you're mistaken; I'll explain : 
You may fancy you're the owner, but your fancy is in vain. 

You may put it im your pocket, but there's not the slightest doubt 
That the owner is the gentleman who comes and takes it out. 


‘** But still we won't abuse the Law, it’s good and great and wise ! 
And it pokes its learned finger into vneelys at a 
It’s English—English to the core—nor is their higher praise 
And, like its fellow countrymen, it has such ‘aking ways!” 


‘* Miserable weather we've been having!” sai ili 
Watson, changing the subject iiniells. Se a 

“I'm sick of the weather,” cried the Laureate, frowning. 

eS ange mentioned it,” said Mr. William Watson, “so that I 
asin ns to let off a little impromptu I have carefully prepared 

es What is it ?"’ said the Laureate, 
a “ They have not caught De Wet yet,” murmured Mr. William 
Vea - vy) 
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‘Now, that’s too bad,’ shouted Mr. Watson, “after I had 
worked up to it so carefully. Fortunately I have some verses 
bearing on the subject, which I shall be happy to read to you. I 
call it :— 

‘¢ AFTER DE WET. 
‘« Oh, the gallant sea-siders they suffered from rain, 
And their journeys they seemed to regret— 
But they said, ‘ We again will return to the main, 
After de Wet ! ’ 


‘‘ Some people take soda—and some people make 
A red-herring breakfast, you bet! 
But a ‘ hair of the dog ’ is the best thing to take 
After de Wet ! 


‘ Now, we all, I assure you, whatever the clime, 
For a sunshiny happiness fret— 
And even ‘ Bobs ’ means to have quite a good time, 
After de Wet!” : 


“ Balfour looks angry,” said Sir William Harcourtas the Philo- 


sophic Doubter strode away. 

‘ T expect it was Watson’s verse,” said the Laureate. ‘‘ There is, 
of course, verse and verse!” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Watson, “ your’s gets like that ! ”’ 

‘‘ Like what? ’’ snapped the Laureate. 

‘‘ Why, verse and verse!’ cried Mr. Watson, but the room rose 
at him, and he was promptly ejected. 

‘“H’m,” said Mr. Kipling, “ Balfour’s not exactly angry. But 
he’d like to have Coutts’s head on a charger, that’s all. I know how 
he feels,”’ and before he could be stopped he read as follows :— 


‘ ¢ What? angry!’ Arthur cried, ‘ what stuff! 
With loving thoughts I’m full— 
Though Coutts’s rags are red enough 
To raise the wrath of Bull. 
But I am meek and I am mild, 
Though his offence is rank— 
Still I’ll admit my looks are wild, 
And seem to murmur— blank !’ 
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The Laird.— Really, Bailie, a man of your position ought to 
dress much better than you do.” 
N"}; . Bail 7 > 7 . . + : . - 
i fe Atte (A Man oF ample means, but DiGin WM AIS habits).— 
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‘‘Oh no, my anger I shall keep 
For bigger, braver game. 
Although his jibes nigh make me weep— 
Be his alone the shame. 
I pardon all his insolence, 
His vile aspersions rash— 
But, sir, I.do not take offence— 
Dash! Blank!! Blank!!! Dash!!!! and Blank!!!!” 


“Yes, he was angry!” said Mr. Burdett Coutts joining the 
group, “ and why? That’s what I want to know.” 

‘‘ You said that if anyone told the truth it would ruin his career,”’ 
said Sir William Harcourt. 

‘‘ Well, you tell the truth for a month or so and see!” said the 
Member for Westminster sharply. 

‘But it’s all nonsense, you know,” said Lord Wolseley. ‘‘In the 
Army we love to hear candid criticism from a subordinate. A 
subaltern who always tells his colonel what he, the subaltern, thinks 
rises rapidly.” 

‘So I should suppose,” said Mr. Kipling, who knows the ways of 
the Army thoroughly. ‘‘ You encourage the privates to speak their 
minds, too, don’t you ?”’ 

‘We do,”’ said Lord Wolseley gravely. ‘It is arule of the service. 
Speak the truth and shame the devil!” 

‘‘But I have letters innumer ‘I mean I havé three or four 
letters to prove the contrary,’ said Mr. Burdett Coutts. 

“Then, sir,” said Lord Wolseley, “ all I can say is, you are un- 
fortunate in your correspondents! ”’ 

‘“‘ By the bye,” cried Lord Salisbury, ‘that Boiler Committee of 
Goschen’s will be a big success, I’m told.” 

‘“‘Yes,”’ said the Poet Morris, ‘it will, I am sure, be the quickest 
Committee that ever sat.”’ 

‘‘Why do you think that ?” said Sir William Harcourt. 

“Allow me,” said the Bard hastily producing a rdll of MS. 
and reading regardless of his hearers’ protests :— 


“Oh, Allan, sweet Allan, is happy at last ! 

Ana the troubles of Goschen are over and passed ; 

For he’s searched ‘mid the shipbuilding toilers and moilers, 
And got a Committee to sit on his boilers ! 


‘*So now we shall know if they’re perfect or not— 
And it’s quite understood that the boilers are hot. 

So, although the Committee.are good men and strong, 
I do not expect they will sit very long!”’ 


‘“‘T wonder,” said Mr. Fowler, ‘‘ that Goschen doesn’t try some of 
those sub-marine boats that France is building.” 

“Tt wouldn’t do,” said Mr. Chamberlain ; ‘‘ have everything open 
and above board is our motto, and we endéavour to live up to it. 
It’s all very well for foreigners to be underhanded and all that, but 
it’s not English, and it’s not Colonial! ” 

‘‘ True,” said Mr. Balfour ; *‘ very true.” 

‘‘But awkward, very awkward!” said Lord Salisbury. ‘This 
New Diplomacy hampers me a lot, that’s all I know.” 

‘“‘So I should imagine,” said Lewis Morris. “I did a little verse 
on the subject. I callit— — 


**Betow THE BE xT. 


‘*Oh, the diplomats of Britain 
Have to play a losing game; 
Hip and thigh they’re always smitten, 
Though to win they always aim. 
For our foes, together banded, 
Will intrigue behind the scene ; 
Russia’s dlways under-handed— 
France will now be sub-marine 


‘“‘T wonder who wrote those letters to Kruger?’ said Sir Edward 
Clarke, and Mr. Courtney blushed for the first time in his chequered 
but honest career. 

“So do I,” said Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman; ‘‘so do I! 
I consider it was a very reprehensible thing to do, whoever did it. 
But I think it would be very wrong to make a fuss about it, and if 
it came to a division of opmion I—-er—” 

“Well?” said Mr. Balfour. 

‘‘T shouldn’t vote,” said the Leader of a hundred Parties, P 

“Anyway,” said the Laureate, “‘ I consider that gp ce will 
be sufficient punishment in the present state of public opinion. I 
Mat @ verse—and I think—yes—here it is.” And the Poet 
read :— 


“ The Stop-the- War faddists are all lying-low— 
For low-lying they always have thought comme il faut ; 
But their cringing ambition will look rather small 
When we all read the letters they posted to Paul.’ 


At this. moment it was discovered that Messrs, Courtney and 
Clark had fainted, so the meeting stood adjourned. 
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Sporting Jottings. 


MADDEN was suspended at Hurst Park because when riding 
Kleon he crossed Perseverance. As a rule, perseverance overcomes 
all difficulties, but in this particular instance Perseverance, in a 
manner, landed Madden in difficulties, and we daresay the jockey 
felt a mad 'un, 


Cavill, the English swimmer, defeated W. H. Smith in @ mile 
swimming race over in America recently, at which we are not 
inclined to Cavil(l). 


The Americans are a go-ahead nation, and Mr. Vanderbilt, junr., 
is apparently no exception to the rule, for he was so *‘ go-ahead "’ on 
his automobile that he was fined for furious driving. We daresay 
that he managed to scrape up the amount of the fine. , 
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Bits of China. 


THe Emperor of Germany says that the Chinese are to be given 
‘“‘no quarter.” William doesn’t believe in doing things ‘ by 
halves.” 

It is probable that China will be Dresden “ sackcloth and ashes”’ 
before long. 


A paper says that all news from Pekin must “ filter”’ through 
Taotai Sheng’s censorial hands, as he is Director-General of Chinese 
Telegraphs. We fail to see howanything could be “filtered ’’ that 
passed through his “ dirty’ hands. 


The Chinese are invoking their gods against the “‘ foreign d:vils,”’ 
but such is an idol proceeding. 








Spooning Versus Smoking! 


[A Californian medicaster advertises a wonderful prophylactic. 
A daily spoonful of his medicine will, after a stated time (so he 
alleges), give the cigarette-loving youth a life-long antipathy to 
tobacco. ] 


On, the youngster his appetite whets 

On the yearning for oft cigarettes, 

Till in juvenile natures one sets 

The wild weed-hunger down as a fixture. 

All in vain the sad mother may mourn, 

All despised is the father’s fierce scorn : 

But there’s hope in the shrewd Californ- 

Ian Galen’s mysterious mixture— 

Which in striplings (by virtue of spoonings diurnal) 
Is to breed ’gainst the weed an aversion eternal ! 


And the drugs which that wizard employs 
cht as he blends, sifts, and alloys) 
hould be prized by the parents of boys 
Who've turned “ anti-tobacconists’’ lately. 
And old Fun, as a humourist, thinks 
That each convert some “ love philtre ” drinks, 
Since the charms of that magical minx, 
Lady Nicotine—charms which so greatly 
Held the youngster in thrall, morning, evening, and nooning 
Can be dulled and annulled by a process of SPOONING ! 
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Mistaken Identity—A Fact. 


In the window of an Oxford Street picture shop is to be seen a 
coloured portrait of Walt Whitman. The characteristic features of 
the “good grey poet’ are all there, the deep-set, reflective eyes, 
the shaggy hair, the unkempt beard. They seemed insufficient, 
however, to establish the subject's identity to an individual who, 
with two female companions, stood gazing in at the shop window 
the other evening. ‘There he is,’ cried one of the * ladies ” ; 
‘don’t he look sick? “No wonder!’’ responded the man, ‘‘ he’s 
caught a chill through sleepin’ in a railway trine.” ‘ Why, who is 
it?’ asked the second “lady.” ‘Ol’ Kroojer, 0’ course!” was the 
man’s luminous reply. Whitman is, we know, amuch misunder,y 
stood poet, but we doubt if he has ever been so mistaken before, 
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| NOT USED TO CONFETTI. 
“Wot yer think they was a’ chuckin i’stead o’ rice at a weddin’ darn there?” 
| “Dunno! What?” 
| “ Why the punchins out 0’ tram tickets.” 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s ” WaskHERwoman, 


Tue Clerk of the Weather didn’t for- 
get to skowl on us on Bank ’Ollerday, 
an’ to shed tears of rage about some- 
think or othur, until we almost wept to 
think that our day’s outin’ shoud ’ave 
literally proved sich a‘ damper.” But 
I never went outside the door, at least, | 
tried to wunce, but I was blowed in 
agin. ‘* Blow Bank ’Ollerday ! ” I ses 
to myself, an’ stayed at ’ome. 

The Allies are ’avin a tuff job over in 
China, but they must get to Pekin, 
for we shall never feel any real releaf in 
our minds till they does ; it’s unposserbel 
to swaller all the different stories that 
we ’ears about the Ministers, there’s a 
good many Lies nockin’ about, I bet, 

To leave the pig-tail for the Boer, so 
to say, the latter is still ’oldin’ out, an’ 
will do so until we can ketch De Wet an’ 
one or two othurs. Old Kruger is as 
obstinat as ever, an’ I shoud say is in ’is 
dottyage, with the sertin amount of 
cunnin’ that you allus find in loonaticks, 

The ’Narkist plot isa wide-spread onc, 
The poor King of Italy, apparuntly, 
wasn’t the only intended victim, an’ the 
Shah ’ad a narrer escape. A pity that 
the ’ot-’eaded Italians kreated such dis- 
graceful scenes in the Chamber of 
Deputies; out of respect for the memory 
of their murdered Sovereign they ort to 
‘ave behaved thereselves. 

By-the-by, the young King of Italy ’is 
‘ighly accomplished, an’ bids fair to be 
a credit to ’is race. Wen ’e was a child 
’e was very delikat, an’ suffered from 
rickets, but ’e’s much stronger now. |! 
shoud say that anyone who sits on 2 
throne feels pretty ricketty these troublus 
times. 

A tremenjus statur is goin’ to be raised 
to the memory ot Alfred the Great. 
Seems a bit late in the day, to my idear, 
an’ I shoud say that, if the money it 
will cost was used for raisin’ some slum 
kids out of the ‘Slough of Despond,” 
Alfred woud be just as well pleased. 

It’s strange wot a lot of industries 
are nerglected in this country, sich as 
poultry-keepin’, mushroom-growin’, an’ 
goat-keepin’; an’ I beleave bees are 
profitable, an’ woud ’elp to keep the 
sting of poverty from many a small 
‘ome. ButI swears by fowls; look at 
the milluns of eggs we imports, wich 
shows there is allus a market for ’em, 
an’ a good way to “ feather your nest.”’ 








AN DERSON’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF HVERY DESCRIPTION. | : 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods.’ 


” os SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
” "” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


” ” TAN GLOSS, or 


- BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you 





» in two minutes, boots are ready to wear 
get them. 


S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 











